8 


A 


DESCRIPTIVE axp PLAIN TIVE 
E L E G 
ON THE DEATH OF THE LATE 


Reverend JOHN WESLEY: 


By THOMAS OLIVERS. 


Servant of God, well done, well haſt thou fought 


The better Fight. 
Mirrox. 


* * 4 mY 


<4 SS 1 
Printed by G. PARAMOR E, North-Green, Worſhip-Street 
And ſold by G. Wr1TriELD, New-Chapel, City-Road; J. ParsONS, No. 21, 
Paternoſter-Row ; and by all the Bookſellers in Town and Country. 1791. 
[Px1ce SIXPENCE. ] 


_ 2-0 


«as 


An E L I G0. HT, an 


——_— — PRIOR Rory 


Siren CE ye Storms! nor ſofteſt Zephyrs blow, 

To diſſipate the Gloom which reigns below: 

But deepeſt Shades of Night, your darkeſt Horror ſhed, 
To aid my penſive Muſe, to mourn the ſilent Dead. 


But chiefly Thou, Great Healer of Mankind, 
Whoſe only Balm can eaſe the troubled mind; 
Support my ſinking head, and all my pains control, 
While I rehearſe aloud, the ſorrows of my ſoul; 


The Man I lov'd, the Man by Thouſands priz'd, 
By Angels honour'd ; but by Fools deſpis'd; 
Hath clos'd his eyes in Death! and left me here in Pain, 


To ſigh, and mourn, and weep, while Life and Love remain. 
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O Tale of Woe! expand thy ebon wings, 
And fly to Palaces, to Courts and Kings ; 
Then ſwiftly mount aloft, and ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
Thy Friend, thy Father's fled, thy WESsLEV is no more! 


The Tale is gone! it mourns along the Plain; 
The Up-lands ſadden, and the Hills complain ! 
The Woods, and ſhady Groves, aſſume a darker ſhade, 


While Sighs, and Sadneſs reign in ev'ry penſive Glade, 


As on the Hills the watchful Shepherd ſtands, 

He hears the Tale below, and lifts his hands ; 

Then fighs, and ſmites his breaſt, and drowns his path with tears, 
And to his lonely Cot the mournful Tidings bears! 


The hardy Hind, who turns his Furrows o'er, 
Goes on and weeps, till he can weep no more! 
Then quits his Callous-hold, and leaves his Team behind, 


While he in ruſtic Strains, relieves his troubled mind. 
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The hoary Sire, with Cares and Vears oppreſt, 

Leans on his Staff, and ſmites his aged breaſt; 

Then homeward bends his way, and ſtrives to mend his pace, 
To ſpread the mournful Tale, through all his natal place. 


The Virgin- train who grace the rural Throng, 
Nor lead the Village-Dance, nor aid the Song; 
Nor bloom like Sharon's Roſe, nor hail the welcome Spring, 


But with loud Cries and Woes make all their Hamlets ring ! 


The youthful Swains are now no longer ſeen, 

To play their Gambols o'er the neighb'ring green; 
Their Mirth is ſadly chang'd to ſolitary Woe, 
While through the lonely Glades and Villages they go! 


Nor rural Nymphs, nor ruſtic Swains alone ; 
But all our Towns, and Streets, partake our moan : 
They ſwell our deepeſt Groans, and echo back our Cries, 


And mix their Tears with ours, and urge them through the Skies. 


Fy'n 
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Ev'n Cits and gay Coquets, unus'd to weep, 
| | Show ſigns of Sorrow as they crowd the ſtreet : road, e 
1 Then turn, and change their courſe, and throng the neighb'ring 


1 To view his laſt Remains, in his forlorn abode. 


They ſee his laſt Remains, and bleſs the ſight, 

And own, The things he taught mult needs be right : 
Then bow, and inly pray, they may his ſteps purſue, 
And vow, while Life remains, to keep his End in view. 
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The Men of Rank and Fame their Loſs deplore, 

And wiſh the ſeaſon back, which comes no more: 

Could we, alas! they cry, his ſhining path purſue, 

We ſhould be Great indeed! and Bleſs'd and Happy too. 


Fair Science now puts on her ſad attire, 
And from the ſtudious groves her Sons retire, 
They kiſs his learned Toil, and bow their penſive head, 


And mourn ſuch Wiſdom Ioſt among the common Dead. 


Not 
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Nor Foes (for foes he had !) can now forbear 

To loath their own, while they his Deeds declare : 

For all the Good he did, they now at leaſt deſcry, 

And Fain like him would Live, and Wiſh like him to Die. 


Nor Envy now no more reluRtant ſeems 

To own the Worth ſhe in her Heart Eſteems : 

But calls him Great and Good, and Truly Learn'd and Wiſe, 
And ſpreads his Fame abroad, to All in Earth and Skies ! 


Pale Indigence draws near, with all her train; 
She looks, and looks again, but all in vain! 
Then weeps, and cries aloud, and all her grief relates, 


And ſpreads ten thouſand Tears, around his ſacred gates. 


As home ſhe goes, but goes without ſupplies, 
Where is the Good Man gone ! the Orphan crics : 
I know he's not at home, or we had better ſped ; 


But ſure as he returns, we ſhall again be fed, 
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The Mother hears! then tears her ſqualid hair! 

Looks wild! and raves! and yields to black deſpair! 
Then vends her mighti'ſt Woe, in many a doleful cry ! 
And bears her Orphan off, to pine, and weep, and die ! 


With penſive ears he heard the Aged moan, 
And ſaw their tears, and mixt them with his own: 
Then ftretch'd his lib'ral hand, and ſhar'd his frugal ſtore, 


And gave them all he could, and Wiſh'd to give them more. 


The Vagrant Poor, ſuſpetted, and deſpis'd, 

Were oft reliev'd by him, and ſometimes priz'd : 

And though the Boon was ſmall, he gave it with ſuch grace, 
As ſpread Confuſion o'er their feign'd, and harden'd face. 


When he had nought, and could no longer give, 
He cry'd aloud, and BG‘ D the Poor might live: 
Nor would he ceaſe to beg, till he his ſuit obtain'd, 


Though Niggards ſtopt their ears, and all his cries diſdain'd. 


But 
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But thoſe of Worth who bear the Sacred Croſs, 

Revere his Labours, and lament the Loſs 

Of one who taught and urg'd, like thoſe renown'd of old, 
To ſhare among the Poor, their Hoards of uſeleſs Gold. 


But deeper woes diſtract my tortur'd mind, 
They come from ev'ry Coaſt, with ev'ry Wind: 
His Children mourn aloud, nor can they e'er refrain, 


While ought of filial Love, or Gratitude remain. 


Ah me! they cry, and is our Father fled? 
And js he number'd with the filent dead ! 
And is he gone at laſt, to that celeſtial ſhore, 


And ſhall our wiſhful eyes behold him here no more! 


O Mighty Woe! O Los beyond redreſs! 
Kind Heav'n aſſiſt! while we our Woes expreſs * 
Our drooping heads lift up, and looſe our ſtamm'ring tongue, 


While we proclaim abroad, what he for us hath done. 


B When 
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When wand'ring wide, and o'er the mountains ſpread, 
Like Sheep without a Shepherd at their head; 

He kindly ſought us out, and in his arms embrac'd, 
And baniſh'd all our Griefs, and all our Fears effac'd. 


When Dangers preſs'd, or Foes appear'd in ſight, 

He ſtood between, and put them all to flight: 

Then led us ſafely on, and ſhew'd our feet the way 

To Peace, and Hope, and Love, and Everlaſting Day. 


When Grief aſſail'd, he heard our ev'ry moan, 


Wept when we wept, and made our Griefs his own : 
Nor would he ceaſe to grieve, while we of aught complain'd ; 


But ſtrove to bear us up, till we our Joy regain'd. 


In all our Joys, he gladly bore a part, 

And met our Tranſports with a bounding heart : 

Then look'd around on all, with Smiles of ſofteſt grace, 
And bleſs'd our happy lot, and kiſs d our bluſhing face. 


When 
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When Songs of heav'nly Praiſe employ'd our Tongues, 

He join'd, with Heart and Voice, to aid our Songs: 

To guide and guard our Strains, he wav'd his hands on high, 
Leſt one diſcordant note paſs'd uncorreRted by. 


If &er our Lukewarm ſouls grew cold and dead, 

And all his mild Reproofs flew o'er our head ; 

He chang'd his ſofter notes, and look'd with ſterner brow, 
And fain would uſe the Rod; but O! he knew not how. 


When Feuds and Conteſts roſe to wound our peace, 

His Prudence ſoon prevail'd to make them ceaſe : 

He heard our fad Complaints! then look'd, and meckly ſmil'd ; 
We bluſh'd, and then ſhook hands, and fo were reconcil'd ! 


Beſct on ev'ry fide with worldly cates; 

He warn'd us Night and Day, with many tears, 

To ſhun the dang'rous road, where twice ten Thouſand fell, 
Who barter'd Grace for Gold, and now lament in Hell! 


B 2 If 
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If Young or Old appear'd in coſtly Dreſs, 

He blam'd us o'er and o'er, for ſuch Exceſs : 

Be Plain and Neat, he cry'd, and frugal of your Store, 
Nor dare to Rob your God, by robbing of the Poor, 


Whene'er we ſtray'd, by Sin or Error led, 

He ſought, and found us out, wherever fled : 

Then kindly call'd us back, and ſpread his arms abroad, 
To help our weakneſs home, 'to Happineſs and God. 


That we no more might ſtray, or lag behind, 


Our faithful Shepherd bore us on his mind: 


He watch'd, and wept, and warn'd, when fin appear'd in view, 


Leſt greater Ills o'ertook, than all we ever knew. 


Be wiſe, he cry'd, and ſhun the paths of fin ; 


Be bold! be firm! nor let the Foe break in: 
March on with cheerful feet, and ſing your choiceſt Song; 
Nor fear your labour loſt, nor think your journey long. 


While 
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While thoſe who know you not, for Forms contend, 

Be Faith and Hope your Guide, and Love your End: 

Let theſe direct your feet, and raiſe your heads on high, 
Where Faith and Hope ſhall ceaſe, and Love ſhall never die. 


Yet while you here remain, your Load to bear, 
Let Works of Right'ouſneſs your Faith declare: 
Be juſt and kind to thoſe who all your Good deſpiſe, 
And ſhow to all around, your Sonſhip in the Skies. 
But chiefly Thoſe who love the Saviour's name, 
Who Prize his Scandal, and Enjoy his ſhame ; 
To each of theſe extend your arms of Love abroad, 


And ſerve, and love them well, and only leſs than God. 


And as you paſs through Life's uneven way, 

Pray for your Guides, and without cealing pray: 

Support.our feeble Hands, when to the Mount we go, 
And Thus reward our Toil, and Thus your kindneſs ſhow. 


O grant 
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O grant this only boon! 'Tis all we crave, 

That we in helping you, ourſelves may fave : 

That we may Faithful prove, and to the end endure, 
And wear the Crown of Right'ouſneſs to conquelt ſure. 


As Life ſo ſoon is o'er, your Time redeem, 


And give your Hearts to God, and live to Him : 
Then wait in patient Hope your Summons to the Skies, 
Where Pain, and Grief are o'er, and Death for ever dies. 


"Twas Thus our faithful Guide his courſe purſi'd, 

Nor Toll, nor Danger fhunn'd to do us good ; 

But gladly bore the Croſs, that we the Prize might gain, 
And one with Him and God, through endleſs Ages reign. 


Nor was his Toll and Care to us confin'd; 


He daily ſought the Good of all Mankind : 
That they might Seek and Know, in this their gracious day, 


The Way to endleſs Peace; and caſt their fins away. 


— 18 ] 


He wiſh'd that All might find their Pardon ſeal'd, 

Their Fears remov'd, and feel their Conſcience heal'd: 

That Peace, and Joy, and Hope, might here their portion be, 
And Love, and ſweet Delight, to all Eternity, 


For this his cheerful feet purſu'd their way, | 
Through Winter's nights, and Summer's ſultry day : [Main, 
Through Woods, and F loods, he paſs d, and o'er the boiſt'rous 


Nor c'er was known to ſhrink, or of his Toil complain ! 


While o'er the Mountain-tops he often went, 

He met the rapid Storms with ſweet Content! 

Then ſwiftly mov'd along the Dark and Doubtful track, 

And chid his Coward Steed, who fain would turn his back! “ 


He often rode, as through the land he paſt, 
Full Thirty Miles, before he broke his faſt ! 
Then added Thirty more, before he ſtopt to dine ! 


And Ten or Twenty more, before his preaching-time ! F 


When 
Strictly true. + This is a real ſact,. 
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When worn with Toil, and Age, and fore Diſeaſe, 
He rode an eaſier way, his Friends to pleaſe : 


But neither Friends, nor Age, his wonted ſpecd could ſtay ; 


For now he often went, uis HuNxDURED Mites a Day! * 


To live for God, while in this vale of Tears, | 
He roſe at Four o'Clock, for Threeſcore Years! + 
Then ſpent the live-long day in ſomething great and good : 


Nor loung'd one Hour away, nor ever ling'ring ſtood ! 


When he in youthful days his courſe begun, 

And role reſplendent, like the riſing Sun! 

Both Earth and Hell purſu'd, and wag'd a dreadful fight, 

To blaſt the opening Bloom, and quench the kindling Light. 


For this the Rich and Great their Influ'nce ſpread, 
And Sleeping Shepherds rais'd their Drowſy Head : 
While Formal Saints exclaim'd, where'er he ſhew'd his face, 
And Scandal Croak'd around, her Falſe and Foul Diſgrace ! 


By 


* This is a real Fact. + This is a well known Fact. 
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By theſe the Human-herds were gather'd round, 

Who ſought with Sticks and Stones, or ought they found ; 
Who tore his Raiment off, and bruis'd his ſacred Head! * 
Nor could they ſcarce refrain, before they thought him dead! + 


Through Tumults, Toils, and Strife, he urg'd his way, 
And dar'd the Ills of life his feet to ſtay! _ 

The ills he Saw and Felt, but rais'd his boſom High'r, 
And kinder Pity gave, and more intenſe deſire, 


As Truth is great, and will in time prevail, 

His foes fell off, and would no more aſſail; 

But turn'd their Hate to Love, and own'd the Truth he taught, 
And Ble's'd the happy Day which ſuch Glad Tidings brought. 


Now Thouſands turn'd, and Twice Ten Thouſand more, 
And mourn'd the Hated Deeds they did before : 
Then half the wond'ring world their Gratitude expreſt, 


And threw their arms abroad, and claſp'd him to their breaſt. 


C Ye 
* This is another undoubted Fact. 
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Yet ſtill he onward went, with ſteady pace, 

As much unmov'd by Smiles, as by Diſgrace: 

Nor would he ought Abate, though oft beſought with tears 

But kept one even pace, for Mon THAN TurEE-Scort YEARS! “ 


That this is no Romance, one inſtance hear, 

And may it rend in twain each Sluggard's Ear! 

His laſt day's-work, but one, he plann'd, and thought to ride, 

A HUN DRED MILES AND Ertcart! and Preach, and Write beſide lf 


To feed his flock he put forth all his Might, 
And preach'd the word both Morning, Noon, and Night: 
Nor did he ever ceaſe, while we had time to hear ; 


But preach'd, or ſomeways taught, A THousAanD TIMES a Year !f. 


Beſides the reſt, which we aſſert as FaQs, 

He wrote in all above Two Hundred TraQs ! 

And yet, in ev'ry Year, a Thouſand Miſſives ſent, 
Through this, and various Iſles, and ev'ry Continent! | 


5 Twas 
* This is ſtrictly, literally true. + This is a real Fact. 


4 This is another Fact. Another Fact. 
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'Twas Thus his Years,' and Days, and Hours were ſpent; 
'Twas Thus he us'd the Goods his Maſter lent : 

"Twas Thus—we ſay no more, but this great Truth rehearſe, 
He did what Man could do, To Bleſs The Univerſe ! 


At laſt the Mortal Foe his Dart prepar'd ; 
We law, and wept, and each his grief declar'd : 
Then try'd each fruitleſs means, to ſhield his ſacred head; 


Nor would we ceaſe to try, when all our hopes were fled! 


But he unmov'd beheld his End draw nigh, 
And met the coming-foe without a ſigh ; | 
Then rais d his feeble voice, though with a fault'ring tongue, 


And ſpread his arms abroad, and thus divinely ſung : 


DL.“ All glory to God in the Sky, 
And peace upon earth be reſtor'd ; 
O Jeſus exahed on high, 
% Appear our omnipotent Lord! 


C 2 6c Who 
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« Who meanly in Bethlehem born, 

_ « Didſt ſtoop to redeem a loſt race; 

* Once more to thy people return, 
And reign in thy kingdom of grace. 


„ O wouldſt thou again be made known, 
* Again in thy Spirit deſcend, 
And ſet up in each of thine own, 
A kingdom that never ſhall end. 
“ Thou only art able to bleſs, 
And make the glad nations obey, 
And bid the dire enmity ceaſe, 


* And bow the whole world to thy ſway.” ] 


When he was quite derang'd, or flumb'ring laid, 
No wild, or vagrant Thought his Tongue betray'd ! 
But what he ſaid before, he ſaid it now again ; 
And ſtill forgot his own, to eaſe his brother's pain. 


As 
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As thoſe ſtood weeping by, who rais'd his head, 

And did, what could be done, around his bed; 

He ſaw their Toil, and Care, and thank'd their great good-will ; 
But cry'd, © Tis beſt of all, that God is with us ſtill.” 


That God is with us” ſtill, he Thrice declar'd, 
And Thrice look'd up, and ſaw his vaſt Reward! 
Then cry'd, © Through Jeſu's Blood the Holi'ſt Place I gain; g* 


And ſtrove to raiſe his voice, and ſung his fav'rite ſtrain : 


[** I'll praiſe my Maker, while I've breath, 

And when my voice is loſt in death 
« Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler powers: 

„% My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 

+ While Life, or Thought, or Being laſt, 


„Or immortality endures. 


* Happy the man whoſe hopes rely 
On Iſrael's God; he made the ſky, 


And 
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And Eatth, and Seas, with all their train! 
& His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure, 


He faves th' oppreſt, he feeds the poor, 
© And none ſhall find his promiſe vain.”] 


His Nights for ever fled, the Morn appear'd, 

Which brought the ſigns of Woe we long had fear'd! 

He Hail'd the Happy Day, and then Triumphant cry'd, [dy'd! 
* I'll praiſe II praife !—-Farewel !! then clos'd his eyes and 


O ruthleſs Death ! how fixt thy ſtern decree ; 
Since He muſt fall a ſacrifice to Thee ! 


Since Him we valu'd Mosr, as Bs of all our race, 


Could no exemption find, or gain a longer ſpace. 


O cheerleſs light! O inauſpicious day 

Which mock'd our F cars, and bore our Guide away; 
And left us wand'ring here, wich thouſand Cares oppreſt, 
| Without his wonted Aid, to caſe our troubled breaſt, 


The 
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The penſive Dove, whene'er his Mate is fled, 

Coos round, and round, then droops his languid head; 
And ſhall not We complain, who feel a heav'er load! 
We muſt ; we can't refrain, while in this dark abode. 


As Iſrel mourn'd of old, his Fav'rite gone; 

As Rachel mourn'd, her fertile plains along; 

As Mary mourn'd and wept, beneath her Saviour's Croſs ; 
So we, with Moans and Tears, will now lament our Loſs. 


But though we now lament, the Day is nigh, 

When we ſhall meet again, above the ſky ; 

And there our ſongs unite, and join the radiant Throng, 
And bow before the Throne, and bleſs the Great Three One ! 


Then let us till maintain the Truth he taught, 
And Faithful prove, in Deed, and Word, and Thought : 
The path he trod before, let us through life purſue, 


And help each other on, and keep the Prize in view. 


But 
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But chiefly We, who bear his ſacred Shame, 
Who feed his F lock, and ſtill revere his Name; 


Let us unite in one, and ſtrive with mutual care, 
To help his Children on, and all their burthens bear. 


For this let us like Him, the world diſdain ; 
For this, like Him rejoice in Toil and Pain ; 
Like Him be bold for God; like Him our Time Redeem : 
And Strive, and Watch, and Pray ; and Live and Die like Him. 


